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" Hurrah ! hurrah! forward ! "
An officer, with fifty British soldiers, appeared on the
the crest of the Pal
" Fire ! let none escape !" he exclaimed.
Another volley was fired straight at the group of Ghoonds
which surrounded the Nana and his brother.
Five or six natives fell, the others throwing themselves
into the stream, disappeared among the trees.
"Nana Sahib ! Nana Sahib ! " shouted the English, as
they penetrated the narrow ravine.
All at once, one of those who had been mortally wounded,
rose, his hand extended.
" Death to the invaders!" he cried, in a hoarse voice,
then fell back dead.
The officer approached the body.
" Is this indeed Nana Sahib ?" he asked.
"Yes, sir, it is," answered two of his men, who had
been at Cawnpore, and were well acquainted with the
person of the Nabob.
"After the others now," called out the officer.
And he with all his detachment hastened off into the
forest in pursuit.
Scarcely had they disappeared, when a dark figure glided
out of the dim recesses of the P&L
It was Roving Flame.
The evening before, the mad woman had been the un-